manager, and Chinese dancing partners may be had at
twenty-five cents a dance. Finally, for those whei
want to remember they are in the East, there is the
amusement park, where the brassy gongs that punctuate
a grotesque sideshow dance mingle with the blaring of
gramophones, the wailing of Malay or Javanese singers,
the chattering theatre audience that drowns the voices
of its Chinese actors, and the insistent rhythm of a
loud-speaker broadcasting from the Singapore station.
The Holmans were companionable and unpreten-
tious, but Richard had asked me to see Mrs Roote, and
I was determined to carry out his wishes as far as I
could. ecOh yes, your husband's written to me about
you," she replied coldly when I rang her up at her
Tanglin estate villa. "Of course, we've got the decora-
tors in at the moment and my mornings are booked up
with bridge and mah-jong for days ahead. But if
you're prepared to put up with that, you could come
up and stay for a week or ten days."
I knew as soon as I met Mrs Roote at the tea table
that the ten days were going .to be an ordeal. She Was
a woman for whom the most unforgivable sin was not
to possess a family tree, and the next not to possess
money. Almost her first remarks to me were a criticism
of Richard's sister Barbara. "I can't think what in-
duced her to marry that artist creature of hers/* she
said, "They haven't got a penny between them, and
they pig it in some awful little rabbit hutch and the
babies keep on coming. I can't understand why she
puts up with it." I suggested that there was nothing
else for her to do* She was very fond of her husband
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